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CLAIMED BY DAD'S ITALIAN BEST FRIEND 


Dana 


Under the hot Tuscan sun, this virgin finds the older man of 
her dreams. It doesn't matter that he's Dad's best friend 
and business partner, or that out in Italy, he might as well 
be my boss. I've wanted him since before I met him, but 
now I'm here, is there really a chance for all my Italian 
dreams to come true? 


Beppe 


Dana's all the woman I can handle, and the only woman 
that I want. We share an appetite for more than good food 
and it doesn't matter that she's my best friend's daughter. 
This older man can't wait to claim her and show her what 
an Italian lover can really do. 


*Claimed By Dad's Italian Best Friend is an insta- 
everything standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no 
cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Bow 


From the back of the vaulted Botticelli Room of the Uffizi 
Gallery I pin Dana's gaze with mine. Watching her speak to 
her audience gives me such a rush, but I wish she was 
giving me a one-on-one instead. I'd show her everything she 
needs to know about Florence. 


Forget history. Forget art. Nothing is more important than 
the inside of my apartment, my bedroom specifically. My 
body, definitely. She's worth more than every piece of art in 
here. 


My pupils dilate as she gestures to the picture on the wall 
behind her, saying something that is no doubt deeply 
knowledgeable, but I'm not looking at it. My breathing 
shifts in time with the subtle rise and fall of her chest and I 
lean in towards her, barely realizing it, magnetized by her 
presence as she carries on speaking. I can't stop my eyes 
from tracing the swell of her ample breasts beneath the 
white silk of her blouse. 


I don't care about the portrait some long-dead man 
created. She's right here and now, curvaceous and vital and 
very much in her prime and she has my full attention. She 
always does. 


Arms folded across my chest, legs spread wide in an effort 
to alleviate the pressure of my zipper against my straining 
erection, it's all I can do to keep myself planted in one spot. 
At thirty-eight I shouldn't have this problem, but every time 
I look at her I'm ready to take her up against the gallery 
walls like my body already knows that she's meant to be 
mine. 


It doesn't matter that she's only eighteen, I want her in an 
uncontrollable, feral kind of way. Me Tarzan, her Jane. I 
want to drag her back to my cave and show her exactly 
what I want to do to her. Not just for one night, deep down I 
know she is supposed to be the mother of my children and I 
won't be satisfied until I've planted my seed deep inside her 
and made her belly swell, claimed her as mine forever and 
made her forget any other men exists. 


Never mind that I'm her father's best friend. No one, not 
even him, could stand in my way. 


I'm not quite leaning against the pristine white wall, I 
couldn't be so relaxed when she's in the same room. I'm 
watching every move she makes, listening to every word 
she says, but I want so much more. 


It's a good thing I'm tall enough to see over the heads of the 
crowd of geriatric culture-vultures hanging onto every 
word she says as she explains the paintings on the walls 
around us, otherwise by now I'd have done something I'd 
regret to whichever octogenarian got in my way. And that's 
not the kind of behavior I pride myself on. 


There's no other woman in the world who can capture my 
attention the way this young woman can. So what if she's 
got two dozen pairs of eyes looking in her direction? Most 
of them are focused on the picture of Venus riding her 
clamshell on the gallery wall behind her, listening to her 
perfect, soft voice tell them all the things any tourist wants 
to hear about the major artworks in the city. Just enough to 
clue them in without sending them off into a coma, so they 
can go back to America feeling cultured. 


Good for them. They can go back. But I'm finding a way to 
keep Dana right here with me. 


I've heard it all a thousand times before out of the mouth of 
her father, but when she talks about Botticelli, I can't get 
enough. Right where she's standing, I can see everything I 
need to know she puts this Venus to shame, not that I 
needed the confirmation. She's a goddess in her own right - 
voluptuous and fertile and feminine and I want to burst her 
open like an overripe peach and drink in her juices. I can't 
stop my eyes from roving hungrily over her, taking in her 
curvaceous figure and imagining what's beneath that frilly 
blouse and skirt she's wearing. 


I can see her blush start to heat her cheeks and her eyes 
widen slightly, like she's asking what I'm staring at as she 
rubs at the back of her neck, making me want to see her 
arch it even more. One day I'm going to make her throw 
her head back and moan in sheer ecstasy. 


How could she not know that she's the one who has all of 
my attention? I have to fold my arms across my chest to 
hold myself back. My wide stance isn't doing anything to 
help disguise my straining erection. She makes me rock 
hard, even when I'm not thinking about how much better 
that picture would be if it showed her up there, naked on a 


clamshell, with her blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders 
and all her curves out on display. 


Only, I'd never let so many people stare at her. If she was in 
that painting, I'd steal it off the wall and take it home, lock 
it away so that I would be the only one who ever got to see 
her body like that. I never was any good at sharing, and 
Dana makes me the most possessive I've ever been. 


Imagining her naked should make me feel like a dirty old 
man, given she's my best friend's daughter but it doesn't. 
How could it? Every urge in me is natural and the way I 
want her is undeniable. 


We reach the last room of the gallery on the tour and Dana 
announces that it's time for the group to look around at 
leisure, explore the cafe, the gift shop, whatever they want, 
because we're all done for the day. 


Those are the words I've been waiting for. I'm ready to go 
right over to her and make my move. I'll take her back to 
my suite at the best hotel in the city and we'll go out to eat 
if I can convince myself to let her out of the door again. 


I push my way through the crowd, following her as she 
walks over to the outside cafe. As soon as we're away from 
the air conditioning the warmth of the sun on my skin is 
obvious, but I'm used to the heat. Dana's more flushed in 
the face and she picks up a leaflet to fan herself with. 


Two guys who look like the type who come to these places 
to hassle tourists come up to her before I make my way 
over. 


I can hear them talking to each other in rapid fire Italian 
before they switch back to English to address her directly. 


"This one's gonna do exactly what we want, just as long as 
we tell the stupid cow she's beautiful. American's can't 


resist an Italian man. She's too young to figure anything 
out. It'll be like taking candy from a baby." 


“You reckon she's wealthy?" 
“Look at that camera. It's top of the range!" 


My hands balled into tense fists as I imagined ripping out 
this sleaze ball's jugular with my bare hands. No one tries 
to make a mark out of my woman. Especially not in my city. 


And that's what Dana is. What she should be. What she's 
going to be, just as soon as I can get these guys away from 
her. 


The pair of them stride over, all toothy smiles and slicked 
back hair, hands that they should learn to keep to 
themselves if they know what's good for them. 


" Bellissima. Where have you been all my life?" 


Like it has a life of its own, my hand clamps down hard on 
the shoulder of the first guy who's stupid enough to 
approach her and I let out a guttural growl as I tug him 
back a step. 


Dana looks up, face blank with confusion and I remember 
she doesn't speak a word of Italian. Maybe that's a good 
thing. She won't understand what I'm about to say. 


"Try it with her and I will personally strangle you with the 
strap of her top of the range camera." 


The man lets out a growl of his own and for a moment I'm 
caught off guard as he elbows me squarely in the gut. I 
grunt, halfway to doubling-over before I catch myself on the 
back step. That's an insult too far. Enraged, I make a grab 
for him, spinning him around and I let out an almighty roar 
as I land a real haymaker square on his jaw. 


The trickster goes down like a sack of pasta flour in one hit, 
and I round on his buddy with fury burning in my eyes. 


“Nobody tries to steal from my woman, do you understand 
me?" That, I say in English. I want Dana to hear every 
single word. 


There's a shout from behind me, and I know that the clatter 
of feet on the wooden floor is the sound of the gallery's 
security force assembling. I don't care. If they'd been doing 
their jobs in the first place, men like these who only come in 
here to prey on tourists wouldn't even have been let in. 


The second man has his hands held high and he steps back 
a pace, like he's trying to get away from me. 


“Arrest him, before I take the law into my own hands," I 
bellow. "These two men were trying to steal her camera!" 


I'm a well known face in here, but even if I wasn't, I would 
make sure I was heard. The chief of security takes my word 
for it, grabbing the guy who's looking like he appreciates 
the depth of his mistake in getting out of bed that morning. 


But when I look back to see Dana, I realize she's not there. 


My brows knit together and I grab the arm of the nearest 
member of the group tour. "Where did Dana go?" 


"I don't know honey. She just took off. I think you scared 
her. You sure scared all of us." 


I let out another growl, though this one rumbles out barely 
louder than breathing. I never want to see fear in her eyes 
because of me. Whatever it takes, I'm going to make it right 
between us, I'm going to follow her wherever she goes to 
make her see that we're meant to be together. 


I said that she’s mine, and I meant it. I'll do whatever it 
takes to make that true. I haven't got a choice when she 


holds me hostage with every single move she makes. One 
way or another, she's going to be with me and I'll chase her 
to the ends of the earth if that's what it takes to get her to 
see she's meant for me. 


CHAPTER TWO 


With a deep sigh of relief, I close the door to my hotel room 
firmly behind me. 


I have no idea what all that was about in the gallery, but boy 
am I glad to be back at the palazzo we're staying in. 


I've never seen Beppe get so mad, and if there's one thing 
my Dad ever taught me, it's that when there's trouble 
coming, get away from it as fast as you can. Whatever those 
two guys said clearly rubbed him up the wrong way. He had 
to be pretty riled to start talking like I was his. 


I mean, sure, I'm under his protection, so to speak. Dad 
made him promise he'd look out for me otherwise he never 
would have agreed to let me come out here all the way from 
New York, but I didn't even let myself dare hope that he’d 
see me as anything other than a kid to protect. No matter 
how much I want to show him that I'm not. 


Beppe sorts everything out, he always does for Dad's tours, 
but usually that's a question of sorting out all the hotels and 
restaurants in advance, or getting one of his staff to do that, 


and handing the details over to the tour guide Dad puts in 
place, but with me he's been much more hands on since the 
moment I landed in Italy. Not that I'm complaining. 


If I had my way, he'd be even more hands on than he has 
been. I might be a virgin, but I'm not oblivious to my sexual 
urges and when I look at Beppe, things happen between my 
thighs that I've never experienced before. He's the kind of 
man I've always dreamed of being with, and even though 
he's so much closer to Dad's age than mine, I can't get the 
image of us together out of my head. The past few weeks 
have been torture trying to hide it. 


I mean, he's done me proud making sure I have everything 
I practically need, right from when I landed in Italy, but 
there's one thing he's been holding back on. I was never 
expecting him to start coming along to watch me work, and 
under his gaze the only thing I can focus on is what I think 
his mouth would feel like pressed hard against mine, what 
his hands all over my body would make me feel like. I want 
him more than I know what to do with, and I wish he 
wanted me like that too. 


I should be grateful that he's there looking out for me - and 
I am - but a little pathetic part of me wishes that he wasn't 
just doing it all because of what he promised Dad. I want to 
show him I'm not some kid who needs taking care of. That I 
could be the only woman he ever needs. 


Maybe that's why I left the gallery instead of sticking 
around to see how that ridiculous fight played out. I don't 
need him pulling stunts like that. I have enough street 
smarts to know what two guys laying it on thick because 
they think they can get something out of me looks like. Hell, 
I'm probably the worst target they could have picked. Guys 
don't hit on me. Not guys like this city is full of - all 
effortlessly tanned and well muscled, dressed in clothes 


that show off their bodies in ways that make my mouth 
water and a choice of all the skinny-thighed Italian 
wannabe models towering above me on killer heels in clingy 
designer dresses. 


I'm hardly model material. Unless you're looking for short 
and curvy, and let's face it, most people aren't. But Beppe 
could give them all a run for their money, and darn it, that's 
me thinking about him again, because he's the only one in 
my fantasies, and he always has been. 


I'm here to work for a whole year before I go off to college 
and, hopefully, I'll show him exactly how much of a woman I 
am. All I want is for him to see me like that, rather than just 
as his best friend's daughter. 


Beppe's been my fantasy man right from when I started 
playing happy families with Barbie and Ken as a kid. I have 
no delusions about that, no matter how many times Dad 
tells me I'm just built differently. Everyone knows 'big 
boned' is just an excuse, but I love him for telling me that 
any guy who makes an issue about me packing a few extra 
pounds isn't worth it. He's always said that when I meet the 
right man, he'll love every inch of me, just like Mama loved 
every inch of him. 


Even as a kid I knew it was a huge stretch for me to be 
Barbie, but Beppe looked, to me, about as close to having 
Ken's body as it was possible for a real live human to get. I 
guess I never really thought he'd want someone with my 
body type, age difference and all the other issues aside. 


He and Dad have been friends for years, but I’ve only ever 
really seen him in photographs and heard him having 
conference calls with Dad to sort everything out. They knew 
each other back in college when they did business studies 
together. Beppe had come over to the States to make sure 


his English was fluent enough for the tourist crowds he 
wanted to attract back in Italy. 


And then somewhere along the line, he'd become this 
successful hotel mogul and Dad started running these high- 
end tours for wealthy American retirees who like to spend 
their retirement discovering Europe. Not quite the cruise 
ship market, but not far from it. And they'd kept in touch, 
sending business each other's way. 


Beppe would send all these amazing Italian cakes and 
candies over in these big boxes every Christmas since 
before Mom died, and even when things got really low, it 
felt like he was looking out for both of us. I always looked 
forward to the soft almond cookies wrapped in waxed 
paper, looking like giant bonbons, all dusted with sugar. 
They're part of Christmas to me now because of him. 


I'd always wanted to come to Italy to meet him properly and 
see everything Dad always came home talking about first 
hand. Italy has always seemed so romantic to me, Florence 
specifically. And now that I'm here, it's almost better than I 
could have imagined. 


Beppe is definitely no Ken doll. And I'm going to have to get 
over the way he keeps staring at me, because there is no 
way that he has even half the fantasies about me that I have 
about him. 


The moment I saw him I knew I was doomed. When he 
shook my hand and pulled me into his arms for a double 
kiss to my cheeks, I almost swooned. The only thing I could 
think about was how perfect we'd be together. I want 
nothing more than to be by his side for the rest of my life. 
We could have the perfect family together and give our 
children the perfect home. 


I knew, instantly, that I wanted nothing more in the world 
than to be the mother of his children and to make sure he 
had a happy home of his own. I wanted to be his wife with 
more certainty than I'd ever wanted anything in my life. 


I'd never had the patience for dating. No one I'd met in 
high school had ever treated me with even half the respect 
Beppe did. When he looked at me, he was pleased to see 
me. When the boys I'd gone to school with looked at me, 
most of the time they were on the point of delivering some 
fat joke, or pretending to hit on me just to make me get 
flustered and blush. 


But the joke's on them, because high school is over now and 
I never have to go back, and I never have to deal with 
immature morons like that ever again. And whatever else 
happens, I know I didn't imagine Beppe calling me his 
woman. 


Hearing that makes coming here worth it. If only I really 
believed he meant it. But I'm too sensible for that. I have to 
be, unless I want my heart totally broken. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


Bow 


Early morning, the sky is pale and quiet and the air is cool 
compared to the temperatures it's going to reach when the 
sun gets high enough in the sky to bake the city. 


The river's the best place to be, and after a night spent 
tossing and turning, thinking about what I'm going to say to 
Dana when I see her next, I really need the outlet. 


Since college, I've rowed and when I got back to Florence 
one of the first things I did was get hold of a single man 
skiff. 


I need the burn of lactic acid in my bulging pecs as I pull 
the heavy oars through the water, pushing my boat on. My 
feet are strapped to the cleats and my thighs bulge with 
every stroke I take. The sweat gluing my t-shirt to my back 
is cathartic, everything I need. 


These are the only strokes I'm letting myself have and I 
need to burn the energy off. Dana makes me so hard I don't 
know what to do with myself. Just thinking about her turns 
me into some kind of beast but I refuse to take the easy 


option and find release in the palm of my hand when I know 
it would be no kind of real release at all. I need her beneath 
me to bury into. That's the only way I'll ever find peace 
again. 


The next time I come, it's going to be deep inside her. She's 
going to take the full load of my seed and every single 
swimmer I have will know its purpose - to find her eggs and 
make her mine forever. I want her more than I've ever 
wanted any woman. Not that I've had the time for any. 


Out of college, my priority was setting up my business, 
opening as many boutique, luxury hotels as I could. I 
worked all the hours that there were in the day, and that 
fast-paced life has only just started to let up. I didn't let 
myself have any distractions because no one I met seemed 
worth my time, but as soon as Dana stepped through the 
arrivals gate, I knew I'd met my match. 


Something about her told me she was the only woman for 
me. None of the women in this city or any other could 
match up. She was calm and classy where they were loud 
and brash. She didn't have to wear flashy makeup because 
her natural beauty shone through and when she smiled, the 
gleam in her eyes floored me. I've never met anyone who 
made me hard on sight, but Dana did. Hell, she made me 
hard even when I wasn't looking at her at all. 


With gritted teeth, I pull harder on the oars, propelling my 
boat through the water, trying to focus on the sleek 
efficiency of my craft. I'd row the length of the river and 
back again, but I still wouldn't be free of my frustrations. 
Nothing could make the need for her that I have simmer 
down. 


She takes up my every waking thought. 


The things she does to me without even knowing make me 
want to find out what it will be like when I get to touch her, 
get to kiss her. There's no way I can control myself, even 
though all she deserves is to be treated like the empress 
she clearly is. 


I haven't been able to stop thinking about her since she 
landed in Florence and I knew I was never going to get her 
off my mind. I can't take the thought of standing by while 
any other man in this city tries to make a move. Her father 
be damned, she has to be mine, and that means enough is 
enough, I have to make my move. 


If he has anything to say about it, he'll have to come to me. 
One way or another, I will make him understand. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


It's my last night with this tour group, the first set of 
tourists I've taken around Florence all on my own, and I'm 
really starting to feel like this could be a job I could do. 
Ahead of me is a full four days off before the next group 
comes in, and I know I'll do an even better job next time. 


Dad set these tours up loving all the art in this amazing city 
and knowing that there was an audience who wanted to see 
it all too. He wants me to major in Art History when I go to 
college, so I can do an even better job than him and take 
over his legacy, but I've never had the passion for the art 
that he does. Sure, I have no problem learning all the 
things to say about each painting, each artist - I've basically 
soaked it all up from Dad listening to him rehearse what he 
wants to say over the years - but it's not my passion. 


I've loved being in this city, but it's another kind of art I've 
enjoyed experiencing. Call it cliche for a big girl like me, but 
the food here is out of this world. The chefs are amazing. 
I've had gelato like I've never tasted, pasta that makes me 
think the noodles you get back home are some other kind of 


cuisine entirely. Bread like nothing I've ever known. Every 
new place we stop for lunch is an education and I've been 
trying to take as many notes as I can so I don't forget any of 
it. 


Cooking is a deep love of mine, and while I've never seen 
myself as a chef, I dream of making the perfect meals for 
my family, making sure my kids grow up eating the most 
amazing things. I want to be the mom who bakes chocolate 
chip biscotti, and makes ragu from scratch, and it's my 
dream come true to actually be here tasting everything I 
can. I know it's hardly the most progressive thing, but when 
I think about my future, I think about being a mom and a 
wife and making a perfect home, like the one I didn't have a 
chance to have with Dad traveling so often and Mom being 
really sick before she died. 


I know I need some kind of career, but for now all of my 
food passions go into my blog. I'm hoping that maybe I'll get 
enough experience out here to cater parties back home 
when I do go back, and then at least I'd be bringing people 
some happiness with all my food before I find the right man 
to settle down with. 


Trouble is, I've half convinced myself that's Beppe already. 
Everything is so much better with him in the picture and I 
don't want to picture my life without him in it. 


Dinner at the hotel restaurant is supposed to be a final 
send-off for the group, which means I'm still on duty, 
making sure that everyone is attended to and has an 
excellent time. I thought I'd find this part of the job the 
hardest, but it's been easy with Beppe right there to 
facilitate everything at every turn. He's been so much more 
than my liaison. He's been there every step, acting as 
translator every time I've needed one. 


I know he's had to take a holiday from his usual work, but 
he doesn't seem to mind and every day I can feel myself 
falling even more for his smile. 


His staff have set out a long table for the whole group and 
when I come down, they're already busy chatting, making a 
dent in the platter of antipasti, cured meats and soft 
cheeses glugging their way through all of the 
complimentary Prosecco. 


I take a glass of orange juice instead. I don't drink, and by 
now it's no surprise to me to see Beppe raise his glass to me 
across the room and see he's got fruit juice too. 


My heart thunders in my chest as he crosses the room 
towards me and I can't stop thinking about what he said the 
day before, and whether he meant it. I can't stop looking at 
the way his sleek black shirt clings to his chest and his 
pants show off the muscular swell of his thighs. 


His hair is salt and pepper at the temples, showing off the 
blue, blue of his eyes even more sharply and every time he 
looks at me, I forget how to breathe. I want him to do things 
to me that I can't even put into words, but my body is 
hungry for his. Just one look and I feel my panties becoming 
wet. I have to fight the urge to spread my legs for him like 
some kind of animal in heat. 


I've never felt this way before, but when I look at Beppe all 
I want is for him to take me. To show me what it is to be a 
woman as opposed to just a girl. He's the only one I could 
ever imagine touching me, taking my innocence, and I know 
that when he touches me I'll be ruined for all other men. 
How could I ever want anybody else after him? 


He crosses the room like he's drawn to me by some 
preternatural force and before I can blink, he's taken my 
wrist in his large hand. 


"Come with me." 


I don't hesitate. When Beppe asks something of me, every 
single atom of my being jumps to obey and right now 
there's a look in his eyes that I don't want to argue with. 


He leads me out of the restaurant, back behind the bar toa 
small kitchen where they must wash the glasses. And then 
he's looming close, leaning into my personal space, but it 
could never be near enough. My skin prickles at the feel of 
his warm breath against my neck as he leans down to tuck 
my hair behind my ear and I nearly whimper with desire. 


He makes me feel so small next to him, and so protected. 
Being with him is everything I've ever wanted. If only he'd 
lean down and kiss me. 


“Congratulations are in order." 


"Really?" I can feel myself flush at his compliment, but it 
isn't only embarrassment making heat flare up along my 
veins. 


"Definitely. Everyone has been saying what a good job 
you've done and how interesting you made everything." 


My teeth bury into my lower lip and I look up at him 
through hooded eyes, wishing that this praise was just a 
little more personal. 


"Everyone?" 


"Everyone," he repeats, stepping even closer. I gulp as he 
takes my glass from my hand and sets it down on the 
countertop next to him. His tone is solid, unshakable, and 
for a long moment I'm caught in his stare. "Especially me." 


His broad hand cups my jaw and his thumb tips my chin 
towards him. My heart jolts faster, pounding dizzyingly in 
my ears and my lips part automatically. When he ducks his 


head and presses his lips to mine I swear I nearly pass out. 
Clinging to his biceps is the only thing that stops me from 
slumping into a heap on the floor. 


His lips are possessive and demanding as they press 
determinedly against mine. Automatically, I part my lips, 
letting his tongue snake into my mouth to plunder mine and 
a shiver of arousal goes through me as he slides his 
muscled thigh between my legs. All at once I want him 
thrusting into me with quite another part of him. If his lips 
are this good, what would the rest of him be like? I've never 
even imagined anyone taking my virginity, but now it's all I 
can focus on. 


The kiss is everything I ever thought it would be and more, 
his arms sweep around me, pinning me against his strong, 
muscled body. I can feel the heat of his arousal pressing 
firmly against my soft belly, making me breathless with 
desire and I can hardly believe any of this is real. I barely 
stop myself from grinding against his thigh when he presses 
it closer. It's all I can do to stop myself from whimpering. 


I'm gasping softly when he pulls away, but I can't stop the 
smile that breaks across my face. That kiss was full of 
fireworks. The kind I never thought I'd get. 


"God, Dana... you're so beautiful," he says. 


From any other man, I wouldn't believe those words, but 
with the way his body is reacting to mine I know he really 
means it. Lust is heavy in his eyes and his hands are still 
stroking hungrily down my sides, over the curves of my hips 
and my waist. I love the way he grabs at me, firm and 
demanding in what he wants from me, but there's a niggle 
of doubt I can't quite crush. 


I'm not the thin, toned woman he deserves and with every 
inch his hands roam over me I'm more and more aware of 


it. His fingers find the buttons of my shirt and I freeze. 


I almost shove his hands away, embarrassed by my extra 
padding, but the look in his eyes is smoldering. I don't dare 
stop this. Not when he's acting like I'm all he wants and 
he's everything I never thought I could have for years. I'm 
not going to sabotage myself. 


"Oh Beppe... I never thought you even saw me." 


He's touching me like he can't get enough and I don't want 
him to stop. 


“How could I miss the most gorgeous woman in the room?" 


He makes me feel like a goddess in one of the paintings I've 
been talking about all week and there's no room for me to 
question it when he's just kissed me like he needs my lips 
more than air itself. 


I'm desperate for him and backing away might be the right 
thing to do, but I don't want to. No one's ever touched me 
like this, and I want to feel more of his strong body against 
mine, let his hands squeeze my rounded hips and cling onto 
me like I'm everything he needs. 


I'm breathless, but I know I need more. I want to feel his 
skin hot against mine with nothing in the way. I'm moaning 
for him, far too hungry and it must show, but there's no 
space to feel embarrassed when Beppe's hands are 
everywhere and his cock is rutting against me in lazy little 
bucks like he can't even help himself even though we're 
both fully clothed. 


Behind us, the door creaks open and I let out a shaky gasp, 
pulling away with reddening cheeks as I check the buttons 
on my blouse, making sure my skirt isn't up over my 
panties. Beppe gives the unfortunate waiter who's standing 
there with an empty tray a fierce glower. 


“Excuse me," I push past the man, all too aware that the 
whole staff of the hotel must think I'm only here because 
Dad runs the tours, that I have far too many favors coming 
my way already. The last thing I want is anyone spreading 
rumors about me and Beppe. I'd never live it down. 


Not that they'd be rumors if I let him have his way and take 
what we both want. But it doesn't take much of a stretch of 
the imagination to picture them all laughing at me, asking 
him what game he's playing with me. Someone as 
handsome and perfect as Beppe shouldn't be with someone 
like me. Or that's what I used to think, before he kissed me. 


Now, I know he's meant to be mine. But what would they all 
think of me? What would Dad say if it got back to him? 


I walk a little faster down the corridor, back to the 
restaurant area of the hotel where a cheer goes up as soon 
as I enter the room and a round of applause erupts. 


I'm about to die of embarrassment. Why is everyone 
clapping? Surely they can't have all seen us? 


Then Mr. Cooper, the head of the group I've been guiding 
around Florence for the whole week stands up and I realize 
he's holding a bunch of flowers. 


“Dana, you've really done us proud this past week, and we 
all wanted to show our appreciation. You've been swell and 
it's been an honor to be your first group." 


He shakes my hand and I stutter out my thanks, all too 
aware of Beppe's footsteps in the marble hall coming to an 
abrupt halt. 


"Thank you Mr. Cooper. You really didn't have to. This is so 
kind," I say. 


The flowers are beautiful and really, this is so sweet, but I 
still can't stop myself from glancing over my shoulder to 
find Beppe leaning against the doorframe of the room, one 
hand fisted in his pants pocket, pulling the fabric away from 
his groin, his perfectly tailored suit jacket hanging open at 
the front. 


He looks ruffled and far, far too aroused to be here right 
now. I feel myself swallow and turn away back to the crowd 
who are so keen to show their appreciation of me. I can't 
wait to be alone with Beppe again, but there's no way I can 
get out of this. 


I only hope I don't look like I've just been kissed to within 
an inch of my sanity in the back of the bar. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Bow 


I spend the rest of the evening watching Dana from the 
other side of the room, finding every excuse to mill around 
the edges of the tour group, even though usually the last 
thing I want to do is make small talk with any of them. 


She has her camera and she's taking snaps of all the food 
and the people eating it. I know when she goes up to her 
room she'll upload them all to her blog and write about 
every new thing she's eaten today. Following along her 
culinary adventure has become a guilty pleasure of mine 
and I can't wait to have the chance to show her some truly 
special things to eat. 


After that kiss, after everything she told me, I can't wait to 
get my hands on her again. I've already wasted too much 
time trying to do the right thing. But being with her is the 
right thing, how could it be anything else when it feels so 
right? I don't want to waste a second more. 


It's close to midnight when the last of the guests trail off to 
bed. Dana looks sleepy, but I'd sweep her off her feet in a 


minute. So much for being a gentleman. I want her now just 
as much as I always do. 


But I force myself out to the reception rather than going 
over to her, and I scribble a note for them to take up to her 
room asking her to meet me in the lobby the next day. One 
way or another I want to settle this. One kiss was never 
going to be enough for me and now I need to show her that 
I'm in it for the long haul. 


When I glance back into the dining room she's watching 
me, but she glances away quickly, heat rising gorgeously 
along her pale cheeks. I know I need to give her time and 
that's exactly what I'm going to do. 


When she does look back, I hold my hand up in a static 
wave and give her the slightest nod. Tomorrow our time 
together can properly begin. I reckon I can control myself 
for one more night. 


Dana 


When Beppe leaves, I sit in the empty dining room for the 
longest time. All evening I've had the memory of his lips on 
mine haunting me. I can't believe he truly wants me the 
Same way I've wanted him all this time, but having all my 
dreams come true is better than I ever expected. 


I don't want to be away from him for another moment, but 
what if he thinks I'm immature, too eager to go after him 
right now. We have a whole four days ahead of us, unless 
Beppe has other work commitments he hasn't let me know 
about. At the very least, I hope he'll have the weekend. But 
what if he doesn't. What if he lets this all fade into the 
background and all I ever get is one kiss, that would never 
be enough for me. 


I let out a groan and force myself to my feet, hurrying after 
him before it's too late. 


He's at the base of the last sweep of stairs before his 
apartment when I finaly catch up with him. 
Embarrassingly, I'm out of breath when I call out to him. 


“Beppe! Wait...can we talk?" 


He turns around and I draw in a sharp breath, stunned by 
how quickly my body reacts to him. My nippes are tense 
and tight and my heart is pounding. I swallow hard, already 
picturing kissing him again. 


"What is there to talk about?" 


I feel my heart clench painfully and the heat in my cheeks 
sear hotter. Didn't it mean anything to him at all? 


"You-you kissed me," I manage to stutter out, eyes drifting 
away from his, down to the marble floor. "Was that it?" 


And then Beppe steps closer, crowding me with his big body 
hulking over mine and I look up to meet his eyes. Again, his 
large hand cups my chin and I blink up at him, barely 
daring to breathe because I don't want to start crying. 


"No, Dana. That was the beginning." 


Without warning, Beppe ducks and his arms come around 
me, scooping me up under my knees. I squeal as he picks 
me up with a possessive, playful growl and there's nothing I 
can do about it as he carries me in his arms up the winding 
cantilevered staircase to his apartment, right at the top of 
the hotel. 


Every doubt I ever had melts away and I can't stop myself 
from giggling when he pauses at the door to juggle his key, 
all the while making sure he doesn't knock me against the 
door frame in his hurry. He makes me feel like a princess, 


and I never even knew I wanted that, but when he's so 
focused on me it's the best thing in the world. 


He wants me more than anyone has ever wanted me before, 
and I am one hundred percent on board. My nipples have 
been like bullets beneath my bra every time I look in his 
direction, and I know he's the cause. 


The rest of the building is lavish and marble clad, but it 
should be no surprise to me that Beppe has saved the best 
part of the old palazzo for himself. Way back in history, the 
building would have been the palace of one of the most 
wealthy families in Florence - now the man I'm falling for 
lives here in a perfect world of his creation. 


The large rooms are calm and cool and the floor to ceiling 
windows open out onto a terrace. The view is the skyline of 
the city, terra cotta roof tiles now all dark, with only the odd 
few twinkling lights scattered, but in the day I know they'd 
be baking in the sun, and best of all there's a clear view of 
the floodlit, pointed dome of the Duomo. 


I can imagine us sitting out here, having breakfast, 
watching the sunset, taking in the stars, but for now that's 
the last thing on my mind. 


The hum of the air conditioner keeping the bedroom cool is 
more than welcome as he opens the door and I draw in a 
little gasp at the sight of the huge bed, a four poster made 
up with crisp white sheets, with net drapes gently billowing 
in the circulating air. 


"Do you want this, Dana?" He asks, eyes searching my face, 
and I know he sees my stab of insecurity, but the very last 
thing I want is for him to change his mind. 


I nod determinedly before I can whisper out my answer. 
"Yes. I want everything you can give me." 


Beppe grins, a soft laugh spilling out of his mouth. 


I only get a handful of seconds to take it in before he tosses 
me down onto the mattress. 


Whatever else happens, I know I'm not leaving this room 
with a single shred of my virginity intact. Tonight, all my 
dreams are going to come true. 


Beppe 


As soon as I throw Dana down onto the bed, I know exactly 
what I want to do. The mattress dips as I climb on, and she 
eyes me like I'm the predator I know I am. Instinct makes 
her scoot up towards the pillows, but I make a grab for her 
ankle and pull her back down. 


Her breathing makes her chest heave, but she doesn't 
resist me. She's the one spreading her legs for me and I 
know she’s everything I want. She's the only woman I'm 
ever going to sleep with for the rest of my days. 


"Beppe..." 


"Dana." I'm going to make her forget there are any other 
men on the whole planet apart from me. I'm going to show 
her why it is Italians are such world-renowned lovers and 
make sure she never wants to leave my side. 


With great care, I take off her strappy sandals and smooth 
my hands along the fine run of legs, moving steadily up. She 
shudders as my fingers trace the softness of her inner thigh 
and the sight's enough to make my cock throb and pulse 
within the confines of my too tight pants. 


Dana deserves to be worshipped like the goddess that she 
is, but right now I'm having trouble holding myself back. I 
want to grind her into the mattress and jackhammer into 


her pussy until she knows she's mine, and at the same time, 
I want to take my sweet time and appreciate every inch of 
her. 


I tug at the buttons of her blouse, not caring that the thin 
fabric rips. I'll buy her another one. I'll buy her ten. Right 
now, there needs to be nothing between us. Her pristine 
white bra barely holds the ample swell of her breasts and 
it's my duty to release her from it. 


Dana lets out a little sigh as I unhook her bar, and smooth 
my hands over her mounds, ducking down to kiss at her 
pillowy breasts. My thumbs strum over her nipples, circling 
them slowly enough to have her gasping out a moan and 
rocking in against me. 


Even through my pants I can feel her pussy is wet against 
the straining length of my cock. It won't be long before she 
has me deep inside her. 


Her hands land on my shirt front and she fumbles with the 
buttons, way too slow for my liking. With a gruff growl, I tug 
at it, yanking hard enough to send the buttons scattering 
across the room and I shrug out of it, unconcerned about 
the damage. 


"Oh Beppe!" 


The way she looks at me, like she's won some kind of prize, 
couldn't be a bigger ego boost. But it's not my ego that 
needs boosting right about now. 


I tug at the fastening at the top of her skirt, and Dana 
wiggles on the bed to help me free her from it. It needs to 
be gone, completely. All of our clothes do. 


"I need you so much right now Dana." 


"Oh Beppe, I need you too." 


She looks at me, and for a moment I think I see nerves, but 
then she blinks and her hands fumble for my belt buckle. 
It's only when I realize that her hands are shaking too badly 
to grip my fly that I grab her by the wrist. 


"Dana... what is it?" 


She looks up again, eyes wide and biting her lip like she 
really doesn't want to say a thing. 


"Beppe... I just - I don't know what I'm doing. I don't want 
to disappoint you. I-I've never done this before. I'm a 
virgin," she says, her cheeks burning red and she looks 
down like she's ashamed of herself, but every single part of 
me is thrumming with renewed arousal. 


"No one apart from me has touched you?" I confirm. 


She draws in a shaky little breath, eyes still downcast. "No 
one. I've barely even been kissed before. You must be able 
to tell." 


I let out a tortured groan. She's going to be the death of 
me. "Fuck, Dana." 


"I'm sorry. I know you don't need some kid to-" 


"You're no kid." My voice is forceful, and I crush her mouth 
against mine, kissing her with every possessive urge in me, 
my tongue thrusting in deep, driven by the knowledge that 
I might be the only one to ever plunder her. 


Dana is breathless when I pull away, and I cup her jaw, 
looking deep into her eyes. 


"You're the sexiest woman I've ever met, and I'm going to 
show you just how glad I am you saved yourself for me. 
From now on, the only people who matter are me and you." 


"You-you really don't mind?" 


I level my eyes with hers and I know they turn stormy at 
just the thought of having to share her with anyone else at 
all. "You're mine. Why would I want anyone to have you 
first? I get to have you completely. You'll never know anyone 
else's touch. Don't be sorry, Dana, you're making all my 
fantasies come true." 


I guide her hand back to my straining fly and this time she 
slips the top button open and slides the zipper down with a 
hungry little lick of her lips that nearly makes me crawl the 
length of her body and force my cock between her plump 
lips. 


I groan, diving down between her thighs again, needing to 
count slowly in my head to stop myself from going off way 
too soon and making a mess all over her. I tug at her 
panties with my teeth and Dana gasps, arching her back off 
the sheets as I rip them away. 


"Oh Beppe!" 


I go down on her without mercy, plunging my tongue deep 
into her sweet, slick pussy, drinking in her juices as she 
writhes against me. She's breathless. Every flicker of my 
tongue makes her moan like she can't believe the pleasure 
coursing through her. I can't believe how reactive she is, 
can't believe I get to be the one to show her exactly what 
she's been missing out on. 


Dana 


Beppe does something with his tongue that makes the 
whole room dance with sparks and I arch sharply, heat 
flooding through every inch of my body, making my eyes roll 
back in my head. I'm delirious and squirming, and I know 


that he's not going to stop until I can't remember my own 
name. 


I never thought sex could be like this, but then again, I can't 
picture it being so good with anyone apart from him. I trust 
Beppe completely. When he touches me, I know he wants 
me, and when his tongue finds that place inside me, I nearly 
come apart five different ways. 


My orgasm hits me like a wall, rolling through me with a 
force I never could have imagined. I can't stop myself from 
clamping my thighs around his head in some kind of 
desperate panic that he might pull back, but he doesn't do 
that at all. Beppe ups the pressure, his tongue flickering 
madly and his face rutting in hard against me, relentless as 
I ride the first wave, and then I realize he's not pulling off at 
all. I don't know what to do with myself as he forces me 
over the next edge before I can barely draw breath. I'm so 
sensitized I nearly flinch as his tongue lathes over me. For a 
moment I'm tense, resisting him, and then everything falls 
away and I'm nothing but an electric cable cut free and 
throwing sparks. 


I come twice more, shouting out his name and only after the 
third wave does Beppe ease, sitting back on his haunches 
with a satisfied grin. 


“Now, my darling, I think that you are ready for more." 


His rock solid cock seems even bigger now than when I 
undid his fly and he kicks his pants off the rest of the way. I 
know I want him. I know the gorgeous, throbbing length 
was made to go inside me and my body's impatient to have 
him. Even though I've never had anything inside me, I know 
that's right where he belongs and I reach out, stretching 
my fingers wide around his girth to draw him close to me. 


Beppe lets out a low hiss and my eyes widen in concern. 


"Careful, right now I've got a hair trigger." 
"I'm sorry," I say. 


I bite my lip to stop my grin, salivating slightly at the 
thought of him going off early, covering me all over with his 
seed. I want him in me more than anything, but the thought 
of that is nearly as good. 


Beppe straddles me and I spread my legs for him, guiding 
his hot fleshy cock head between the slick lips of my pussy. 


"Never apologize." 


With a slow, determined thrust, Beppe pushes into me and 
my eyes widen at the sudden impossible fullness of his body 
burning into mine. 


"Ah, ohmygod!" 


HIs tongue was one thing, but this is something else and I 
can't stop the way my pussy clenches hungrily around him. 
Beppe has his eyes closed for a long, solid moment and I 
love the serious lines of tension on his face, because they’re 
there for me. I can hear him counting under his breath and 
I know he's forcing himself to last it out. 


Seeing him so close to losing control because of me is the 
hottest thing I've ever seen. 


I buck my hips a little, and Beppe shifts, holding me down 
against the mattress with bruising force. It shouldn't feel so 
good, but I love the way he's so forceful with me. I love that 
he knows he doesn't have to worry about me snapping in 
half like some kind of twig. 


“Beppe... make love to me," I beg once he looks at me again 
and he lets out another low growl. 


There's nothing that can hold him back after that. His whole 
body galvanizes and all I can do is lie back and take it as he 
pistons into me over and over again. Each thrust drives me 
wild as he punches in against the perfect spot deep inside 
me, but I want more. I know I'm always going to. 


His breathing races and mine syncs in with his, even as he 
leans down to kiss me, hard and messy and perfect. 


I can feel every single inch of his cock thrusting into me, 
burying as deep as he can go and sending shocks of 
pleasure through me each time he bottoms out. It's almost 
more than I can take, and for the fourth time, I feel my 
control slipping and everything in my vision starting to turn 
red. 


"Oh Beppe, I want your babies." The words are out of my 
mouth in a delirious rush, but there's so much truth to them 
I don't want to take them back. 


The sound Beppe makes is barely human. He's all beast, 
and I want him even more. 


And then everything shatters and I feel the force of Beppe's 
orgasm in the way his cock pulses impossibly harder. My 
body clenches tight around him and he lets out a deep, 
guttural groan as his body pulses, jetting long strings of his 
seed deep inside me. 


My hips won't stop moving and my pussy is still fluttering 
around him in tight little spasms, milking him for every 
single precious drop and I could swear I ovulate right there 
and then. 


He claims my mouth with his for the hundredth time that 
night, and I press in against him, shivering with the 
intensity of it all and whimpering against his lips. I'm a hot 
sweaty mess, and it's beautiful. 


i Beppe.’ 
"My Dana..." 


His words send a glow right through me. I'm his and now I 
always will be, I just know it. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Bow 


Dana is sprawled out gorgeously across my bed, watching 
me pull my clothes on with a soft, sensual smile that I know 
I'm the cause of. She's basking in the flow of the air con, 
and the cool breeze has tiny goosebumps rising on her skin, 
but she looks like she's in bliss. 


"Let's get out of the city today. It's too hot to stay here," I 
Say. 


"It really is. Can we go to the sea?" 


Dana rolls over, reaching for the glass of orange juice on 
her bedside table that was part of our breakfast in bed and 
it's tempting to retract my offer, to pull my shirt off and 
slide back in beside her. But after everything we did last 
night she must be aching, and there's no hurry now. I have 
the rest of our lives together to have her as many times as I 
want to. 


I shake my head. "I have somewhere better in mind." 


Today, I want to show her exactly what the rest of our lives 
could entail. 


Later, after temptation has gotten the better of me and I’ve 
followed Dana into the shower, I drive us to my villa in the 
hills. My family has owned olive groves for years, and when 
it was passed down to me, I turned the farmhouse into an 
exclusive getaway. 


There are guest rooms, but this place is no hotel. Primarily, 
it's my sanctuary from the world and I know now that I've 
been working so hard on this dream for so long because I 
must have always known that someday I would meet Dana 
and have her to share it with. And soon enough, we'll have 
children to run around the place. That is inevitable. Last 
night she took my seed deep inside her, and the way her 
body clenched so eagerly around me, sucking me dry, there 
is nO way we did any less than create a brand new life. 


I have a private chef here who works up the concepts for 
the food we serve in the hotel and restaurant, based on 
local recipes and whatever produce the farm supplies. 
Always seasonal, always fresh. And I insist on tasting every 
dish before it's signed off. This place is brimming over with 
ripe, fresh foods and I want to share all of it with Dana. 


Lying in the sun by the pool which has its own sheltered 
garden, surrounded by cyprus trees, we spend the perfect 
morning together, dipping in and out of the baking heat of 
the day. It's a miracle I keep my hands to myself as much as 
I do because when I rub her body with suntan lotion, the 
only thing I can think about is having her, taking her, again 
and again and again. 


I have to dip into the cool water of the pool to ease the 
raging hardness of my still eager cock, but that only works 
so long when she slips into the water with a sigh of relief 
and a slight shiver at the difference in temperature. 


"That feels so good," she sighs again. 
"It looks even better." 


I love the slickness of her skin and her curves couldn't be 
any more tempting in her polka-dot bathing suit. She looks 
like a movie star from old Hollywood. My very own Marilyn 
Monroe. 


Next to the swimming pool, bees hum in the laden fig tree 
and I reach up to pick one, warm and succulent, just like 
Dana. I split it open with my thumbs, pulling open the juicy 
fleshy fruit. She meets my eyes as I hold it out to her, taking 
a bite that has me fixated on her lips, especially when she 
draws my sticky fingers in with her tongue. 


"Oh wow. That's amazing." 
“Nothing better. Except with gelato and a drizzle of honey." 


Dana makes a sound that's practically orgasmic, and my 
cock pulses hard, standing to sharp attention. She's a 
goddess made to be worshipped and adored and her whole 
face lights up when the taste of her next mouthful hits her 
tongue. 


I'm almost jealous of the pleasure she's experiencing and 
the sounds of sheer bliss coming from her throat as she 
licks her lips clean. I would be, except for the fact that last 
night I made her come half a dozen times and every single 
time she was shouting out my name. 


She's mine, completely. Nothing is ever going to get in the 
way of that now. I wouldn't let it. 


Dana 


I thought Florence was a dream come true, but it's nothing 
compared to Beppe's villa. He drove us out in his Ferrari, 
with the top down and the dry air turning my hair to frizz 
and it felt like someone else's life. I'm still stuck on waking 
up next to him this morning, and every single way he made 
my body sing with his cock buried deep inside me. 


I don't care what I look like, how can I when every time 
Beppe looks at me, there's only hunger in his eyes. I feel so 
sexy knowing his attention is always so closely on me, that 
he likes every part of me. He's been looking at me like that 
since he met me and I'd assumed that it was because he 
didn't trust me to do my job, or that he was keeping an eye 
on me because of Dad, but now I know better and it's 
thrilling. 


Next to him, I'm perfectly in scale like I was made to be 
right by his side. He makes me feel small when he wraps his 
arms around me. I know there's nowhere else in the world 
I'd rather be, and I can't believe my luck that this is my life. 


Beppe has his chef prepare a picnic at lunch time, when we 
finally peel ourselves away from the pool, and we wander 
out through the olive groves to what he says is the perfect 
spot. The ground is baking and there's a heat haze on the 
horizon, but as soon as I see where he's aiming, the trek 
through the heat is worth it. 


I can't stop myself from smiling at him. There's a blanket 
set out in the shade of the low, sprawling branches of a 
gnarled old tree and about a million cushions for us to get 
comfortable on. 


"This was here a thousand years ago." 


Beppe sits down next to me and I lean back on my arms, 
looking up through the weathered branches. "For real?" 


"Absolutely." Beppe grins. "But I know that it won't outlast 
what we have." 


I laugh, conscious of the heat rising in my cheeks. I want 
him to mean those words more than I've ever wanted 
anything in my life. My father's love affair with Italy was 
always for the art, but mine is different - it's for the food 
and the lifestyle. And one man in particular. 


In Beppe is everything I've ever wanted. But after only one 
day is there any way that I can be sure he wants the same? 


I bite into a square of freshly baked focaccia that he holds 
out to me, still dripping with olive oil that tastes so fresh it's 
like nothing I've ever experienced. Everything with Beppe 
feels brand new. 


"Oh, wow." 


He grins at me, and if I needed any more convincing I've 
found my perfect match, it's right there in his eyes. "Wait 
until you try the ricotta. They made it this morning." 


I can hardly wait. 


Beppe 


In the evening, I ask for a table to be set outside. Under the 
night-scented jasmine, right in the courtyard with strings of 
bulbs draped between the buildings of the farmhouse and 
the old olive press, I know I'm about to enjoy the best meal 
of my life. 


Something about sharing it all with Dana makes every 
mouthful new and every taste more vibrant. I've been 
sleepwalking through life without her, but now she'd pulled 
me out of a dream into a reality that's better than anything 
I ever imagined. 


She makes me see everything I've lived with my whole life 
through brand new eyes, and I love the gusto with which 
she savors every bite. Her appetite in the bedroom is 
unquenchable, and the way she approaches food is just as 
enthusiastic. 


She looks perfect in a white linen sundress, with a shawl 
thrown over her shoulders to keep off the night air. Not that 
she needs it, from now on in, it's my job to keep her warm. 
Her whole face lights up with wonder when she steps out 
into the scene I've created with her in mind. 


"Beppe, it's beautifull" she exclaims. 


I pull her chair out for her and she takes a seat, looking 
around her to take in every detail. 


"I had the chef create a menu for us." 
"A whole menu just for us?" 


I smile at her surprise. "That's what I pay him for. Besides, I 
have a feeling you are going to love it." 


I'm not disappointed. When the antipasti comes out, Dana 
wants to taste everything. I watch her sample it all, 
relishing each new expression of surprise and delight 
crossing her face. 


"Oh wow. This crostini. You've got to try this one. It's total 
heaven." 


"I love your appetite," I say, and Dana flushes, setting the 
crostini she was holding back onto her plate. 


"Oh wow. I'm being a total pig, aren't it?" 


I laugh at her self-consciousness. "No, Dana, you are 
perfect. A real woman knows how to eat. How can you enjoy 
anything that is good in life if every mouthful you take is 


loaded with guilt? That is not the Italian way. I love my food, 
the food of my country, and I love that you love it too." 


Her smile lights me up more than the candle in the old 
chianti bottle, dripping wax onto the table and Dana leans 
in to me, licking olive oil off her fingers in a way that tells 
me she knows just how suggestive she's being. 


"In that case, I love that you love food too. Thank you for 
bringing me here Beppe, this whole day has been amazing. 
Maybe even the best of my life. I never want to go home." 


I tilt my head at her, smile rising. "Then maybe you should 
stay. Forever." 


She laughs and looks away, and right then the next course 
comes out. A huge bowl of steaming pappardelle coated ina 
traditional ragu made with the hares that wage war on our 
vegetable garden. 


For now, I'll let her laugh it off, but soon, I'll make her see 
that I mean it. Nothing I say could ever be flippant when it 
comes to her. 


"This takes twelve hours to make. I think you will agree that 
it is worth it." 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


Bow 


We head back to Florence the next day so that Dana will 
have time before the next tour group arrives, and I'm more 
then reluctant to get back to reality. 


I carry her bag in from the car and we linger in front of the 
reception, reluctant to part even for a few hours. Dana's 
smile is the most beautiful thing in the world and I'm 
leaning down to kiss her all when a voice I would recognize 
anywhere cuts across the room. 


“What the hell do you think you're doing?" 


Dana's eyes widen and she rips back from me, her face 
suddenly pale as I look up to see her father, red faced and 
scowling, striding across the lobby from the restaurant 
towards us, dragging his wheely suitcase behind him. 


I step in front of Dana on instinct, hands held high in 
surrender, but my straining erection must be obvious along 
the length of my pant leg. I can't help myself whenever I 
touch Dana, but right now I really wish I had some control. 


"Peter-" 


"Don't talk to me!" He jabs his finger in my face and I 
clench my jaw to stop myself from reaching out and 
Snapping it clean off and making him wish he hadn't. If she 
was my daughter, I'd permanently castrate any man who 
touched her. He gets a free pass, although no one else apart 
from my best friend would. 


"That's my daughter you're trying to molest. What the hell 
is wrong with you? You're supposed to be looking after 
her!" he snarls. 


"Dad, wait!" 


But Peter's grabbed Dana's arm and he's already trying to 
frog march her away from me. 


I let out a growl, but for now there's nothing I can do other 
than kick out at the reception desk unless I plan on taking 
my best friend down in front of everyone. That's something 
I would never do to him. Dana would never forgive me. 


Dana 


Right when my dreams are coming true, Dad walks in from 
nowhere and breaks everything down. I'm too stunned to 
hate him for it, but give me a few hours and I definitely will. 


Right now, I'm crying, bawling my eyes out in the elevator 
he dragged us into. I'm glad for that at least. The last thing 
I want is to be such a mess in front of Beppe, let alone his 
hotel staff. 


Up until now I've done my best to show that I'm just as 
competent as any of the people working here, even though 
all of them are older than me, but it hardly looks like that's 


true when my Dad can just march in and treat me like a 
child. 


I pull my arm out of his grasp, dabbing at my tears to clear 
them from my face. 


"What floor are you on? We'll go to your room. Pack your 
bag, we're getting out of here. Not another minute under 
this roof." 


"No. You can go, but I'm not coming. What are you even 
doing here?" 


"I was trying to surprise my daughter! I guess I succeeded. 
Good thing I got here in time!" 


"No, Daddy it's not like that. Beppe... he's been such a 
gentleman to me." 


"Dana, honey. The man is my age. He has no right to even 
think about touching you!" 


"I wanted him to, Dad!" 


"You don't have to do anything for anyone, Dana. How many 
times have I told you that? Just because you're a big girl it 
doesn't mean you have to-" 


"No! Stop - stop talking. You're not listening to me Dad!" I 
can hardly breathe for the tears that I'm holding back. How 
could he think that Beppe would use me like that when he's 
his best friend? Is it so hard to imagine that anyone could 
find me attractive enough to want to be with? 


"He cares about me, Dad. And I care about him too. We 
want to be together. Please stop. We didn't want you to find 
out like this, but please, listen to me. We're in a 
relationship. A proper relationship." 


The elevator doors ping open, and Dad steps forward, but I 
refuse to get out. 


Finally, he pulls up short and the frown knitting his brows 
together starts to unfurl into confusion. The doors try to 
close, but he has his foot in the way and they bounce open 
again. 


I feel my chest tighten in anticipation of whatever he's 
going to say next and then I realize that Beppe's standing 
just behind him. He's not even out of breath, but he must 
have run up the stairs to get here ahead of us, and I'm so, 
so glad he did. 


“Peter, she's right. Your daughter is the most amazing 
woman I’ve ever met. I never meant for this to happen, but 
there's nothing I can do to fight this. Believe me, I've tried. 
She's the only woman for me and I've never been more sure 
of anything else in my life." 


Dad turns around and I wipe the tears away from my face, 
still sniffing a little. I know it would make sense to give them 
some space to talk this through, but I don't want to leave 
them alone. I need to see what happens, whether Beppe 
will stand for it if Dad tries to ban him from seeing me. 


I couldn't handle him trying to rip me away from the only 
man I've ever loved, the only man I can see myself making a 
family of my own with. 


Dad lets out a short breath, full of irritation. 
"Keep talking. You're on thin ice, my friend." 
Beppe's jaw clenches as he gives my Dad a long look. 


"I won't let you come between us. There's no way I can walk 
away from her, Peter. I'd hoped you'd come to understand. I 


didn't plan this, I promise you, but if you give it time, you'll 
see how right we are together." 


"Is that right? And you can't find someone who's not twenty 
years younger than you?" 


"Dad! ul 


I wonder whether he realizes just what Beppe's capable of 
doing when it comes to defending me and getting what he 
wants. My Dad's the one on thin ice here. 


But right when I think he might try to hit him, Beppe lets 
out a controlled breath, nostrils flaring. "I can see you don't 
believe me. That just means I have work to do and you know 
I've never been afraid of that." 


He turns away from my father and reaches into his pocket. 
All of a sudden, he's on one knee in front of me. 


My hands shoot up to cover my mouth and I can't stop 
another wave of tears from nearly choking me. I have to be 
imagining this, right? 


“Beppe, what are you doing?" I say. 


"I was planning on doing this someplace special, Dana, but 
right now the only thing that matters is that you know how 
serious I am about you, that I want us to be together 
forever." 


He pulls out a small velvet box and my eyes widen as he 
snaps the lid open to show a gleaming princess cut diamond 
larger than any jewel I've ever seen in my life. It catches all 
the lights in the mirrored elevator, sending out a million 
rainbows. I've never seen anything so beautiful in my life, 
but that's not what's choking me up. 


"From the first moment I met you I knew that I wanted you 
to be by my side forever, that I wanted you to be my wife. 


So I'm asking you, Dana, will you take me to be your 
husband? Will you marry me?" 


Never in a million years did I really think he'd want me 
forever, the way I've wanted him since I was just a 
daydreaming girl. But I'm not dreaming, I'm wide awake. 
This is really happening! 


I can't stop myself from stealing a glance at my father, not 
looking for permission or approval, but just to see the 
expression on his face. To my surprise he's holding back 
tears of his own, but they don't look sad, there's a muted 
smile on his face and he gives me the smallest of nods 
before I turn back to Beppe. 


I can't hide my smile. Right when I thought that everything 
was ruined, it turns out that it's more perfect than I ever 
could have imagined. 


"Yes!" I blurt, dizzy at the sudden swell of excitement 
coursing through me." Yes, of course I will!" 


In an instant, he's on his feet again and when he's slipping 
the ring onto my finger, he takes me into his arms and I 
hide my tears, laughing at my own silliness as I bury my 
face against his broad shoulder. 


Somewhere behind us, I hear my Dad clear his throat. 


"Okay, the pair of you convinced me. I never thought you 
were really serious about this, but hell. I couldn't ask for 
anything better than a stand up guy like you, Beppe, to join 
our family like this. I know you're going to do right by Dana. 
I can see you two being good together. So, forget I said a 
thing. Let's go back down and you can tell me all about it, 
and then we have to celebrate. The pair of you deserve it." 


I glance up at Beppe with a glowing smile and he glances 
back at my Dad. "I won't let her down. This is forever. I 


mean it." 
Dad nods. "I know you do." 


The only thing in my focus is my future husband. The father 
of my future child, the child I could swear is already 
growing in my belly. I cling to him as he kisses me and his 
hot tongue snakes against mine, flushing a swell of heat 
right through me as he draws me in. I know with a bone 
deep certainty that the spark between us is never going to 
go out. 


His mouth covers mine possessively and his lips are almost 
bruising with all the passion he shows me. I love that he 
doesn't feel he has to be gentle with me, I wouldn't have it 
any other way. With him I know that he's not settling for 
second best, I'm the woman he wants to wake up to every 
single day from now on and I never want to be apart from 
him again. 


"I love you, Dana. So much." 


"Oh, Beppe, I love you too." 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


I'm still getting used to the fact that this is my life, but the 
ring on my finger isn't the only thing telling me that it's 
true. 


I'm sitting on our balcony, looking out over the pointed red 
tiled dome of the cathedral, soaking up the spring sunshine 
with our baby Nina suckling at my breast. It's only been 
three months since we brought her home and I still can't 
get over how perfect she is. 


Her dark hair is so like her father and I can see him in 
every part of her, just like he says he can see me in her 
perfect little dimpled face. 


I never thought I could love anyone more than I love Beppe, 
but she came along and made me feel a whole other kind of 
love. I've never been more happy in my life. This is 
everything I ever could have wanted. 


I look up when Beppe comes through the balcony doors and 
the smile he has for me makes me glow. The whole way 


through the pregnancy he made me feel like a goddess, and 
that hasn't stopped now. 


"How is my little mama this morning? Is Nina being good?" 
"You know she is, she's daddy's little girl." 


He sets down the tray of breakfast that he brought up on 
the little coffee table we have out here, just like he has 
every day. I'll never get enough of all the little things he 
does to show me just how special I am to him, how special 
we both are. 


"Good," he says. 


He leans down to kiss me deeply and I groan at his 
attentions, stretching up in my seat to elongate the kiss. 
There's hardly been a day in the past year when he hasn't 
made love to me, and I wouldn't have had it any other way. 
I'm as addicted to him as he is to me, and I know that's 
never going to change. 


His voice is husky and his pupils are dilated and I don't 
need to glance at his crotch to know that his perfect cock is 
already rock solid in his pants. "How much longer before 
Nina's nap?" 


I bite my lip. "Mmm I don't know... she's pretty hungry." 


"I'm pretty hungry too. Her mama brings out all kinds of 
appetite in me." 


I laugh. "Patience, she's nearly done. And then I'm all 
yours." 


"Excellent. Nina, you are a very good girl." Beppe sits down 
next to me and pulls an envelope out of his pocket. "And for 
now I can distract your mama in other ways. 


He holds out the envelope to me and I frown at him 
playfully before taking it. "What is this?" 


"It's a new business idea." 
"Oh yeah?" 


"Mmhm." He has this secret grin on his face that he's barely 
holding back. As soon as I see what's inside, I understand. 


There's a leaflet for culinary tours of the area and Italian 
home cookery courses run out of the villa's kitchen, but it's 
not his chef's name down as the instructor, it's mine. 


I look up so fast I nearly get whiplash. "Beppe! Are you 
serious? What about Nina?" 


This is everything I have ever dreamed of, but right now I 
know that I want to be a mom more than I could ever want 
any career. 


"It doesn't have to be right now, my love. When Nina is a 
little older, we can find a nanny or I can make sure that I’m 
with her when you run the tours or take the lessons. They 
won't be every day, or all day long. I don't want our home 
overrun, or you working too hard. You will be making Nina 
little playmates soon enough." 


Of course he's already thought of everything. I lean in to 
him again, reaching out to draw his stubbly face in towards 
mind and I kiss him deeply. I love Nina to pieces, but there 
was something so amazing about having Beppe's child 
inside me, a part of both of us growing in my belly, and ina 
funny kind of way I've missed it. 


"How many playmates?" 


Beppe's eyes drift down to our daughter at my breast and I 
realize that she's stopped suckling and is breathing deeply 
against my chest. 


"At least a dozen." 


My eyes widen, but I know he's joking. Or I think so anyway. 
"Maybe not quite as many as that." 


He grins. "What can I do, if I impregnate you every time we 
sleep together then it's out of my hands. God wills it." 


I laugh. "You better be careful mister." 


Beppe holds his hand out to me and helps me to my feet. 
“Come, put Nina down and let me take you back to bed and 
I'll remind you why you've never been able to resist me 
yet." 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


Bow 


At the large table in the centre of the villa's kitchen, Dana is 
showing the children how to make pasta with a huge heap 
of flour and eggs fresh from our hens cracked right into the 
middle, the dough worked smooth and silky with olive oil 
right from the press. 


When I walk in, Nina is feeding lumps of dough into the 
pasta machine and rolling out long sheets of lasagne. I'm so 
proud of her. Every day I see more and more of her mother 
in her, and I'm dreading her turning into a teenager in a 
few short years. I know for sure I'm going to ban her from 
boys until she's at least twenty-five. I know exactly what 
Italian men are like, and there's no way any of them are 
touching my daughter. 


Her brother Lucca is eight now and still has to stand on a 
stool to help, but he won't need it for much longer. I can't 
believe how grown up both of them are. I still remember 
the pair of them getting so excited when we told them 
about the twins. He's still so protective over them, even 
though they're not the youngest any more. 


Dana has little Giotto in a carrier on her chest, and I 
couldn't be more in love with this woman who has given me 
the family I never thought I'd have. She's more beautiful to 
me every day, though I know she doesn't always feel it. 


I sidle up behind her, slipping my arms around her waist 
and she looks up at me with a smile, leaning back against 
my broad chest. 


"Something smells good in here." 
"There's nothing cooking yet." 


"Oh really? I could have sworn I put a bun in your oven 
earlier." 


Dana gives me a playful swipe and I catch her rolling her 
eyes at me just before I nibble a string of kisses along her 
neck. "You want more children? I'm not a frumpy enough 
mom for you already?" 


"You're the hottest mama I've ever known. And you always 
will be, because you're mine. I want aS many as we can 
have, because all of them are just as perfect as you." 


I know she loves it when I talk low and serious in her ear, 
but it still gives me a thrill when she turns around enough 
to press a hungry kiss fiercely to my lips like she needs to 
claim me as much as I always need to claim her. After all 
this time the spark between us hasn't dwindled and it never 
will do. 


Dana's Dad walks in holding the girls hands. They're just 
starting to get confident walking on their own and it's great 
to see him spending time with them instead of jetting off all 
over the place taking tours. Retirement suits him, and I'm 
glad he's choosing a more overseeing role so that he can 
help out with the girls in the Italian sun, with Dana, instead 


of running himself ragged and making strangers out of 
them. For the first time, he's got his priorities right. 


As for me, I have no intention of stopping work. Everything 
I do, I do for my family and every moment I get to spend 
with them is a blessing, but I always make sure I have 
enough time. All the money in the world wouldn't mean a 
thing if it kept me away from them. 


"Easy you two. The table's all laid out outside. We did a 
good job, didn't we Paola? Gia picked the prettiest flowers." 


Dana relaxes back against me, and I know she's smiling. 
Nothing makes her happier than having all of her family 
around her, and when her Dad's here too, it reminds us 
both how close we came to not having his approval at all. 
We're one big family now and nothing could tear us apart. 
That's what Dana always wanted, and the way it was always 
supposed to be. I could never have dreamed of anything 
better than sharing our life together here. Florence was 
only the start, but what a perfect start. 


We just needed a bit of translation way back then to make 
sure we were all on the same page. Dana is my American 
wife and I am her Italian husband, but when it comes to the 
language of love, we're speaking exactly the same 
language, just like we're supposed to. 
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